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translucent as the  waters of the   stream in the
last months of the year.
The teacher had left the body several years
thereafter.    The ascetic had taken his place and
seen that verse on several occasions later.    Each
time he had felt as if he should correct the text
but had desisted.    On this occasion, he had been
unable to let  the verse pass without challenge,
There was nothing for him to conceal.    In his
own life, he had on no occasion been attracted by
the charm of woman.    From his  boyhood up he
had seen many women.    First of all  his mother,
How beautiful and serene had been that face!
The  ascetic had  seen   the   same   beauty   and
serenity in  the image of the Goddess   which1 he
worshipped day  after  day.    His mother was a
beautiful  woman.    His   sisters had   been   very
beautiful   girls;   they   had   grown   up    to    be
beautiful women.    All four of them had become
householders and borne children  and had died.
He had seen their beauty.    When he was still
young and visited a large town, some enthusiastic
disciples had arranged for a number of dancing
girls   going  in  front   of   the   procession.    The
dancing women had looked at the ascetic as at any
other  man and made a display of their graces.
The ascetic was impervious to their charm such